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One 


Dean didn't have a chance to wade through the friendly backstage crush to get a drink before several 
underage groupies had him pinned to the wall for pictures, hugs, and questions. He smiled gamely, but Mikey 
could see the deer-in-the-headlights glaze in his eyes even from his vantage point on the other end of the 
room. He stooped to retrieve an extra beer, pushing his way through a few more teenagers ("Mikey") and by 
Josh ("Shues! You drunk yet?") until he was by Dean's side, twisting the cap off the bottle and handing it over. 
Dean's look of gratitude was almost pitiful, and Mikey winked in response. He hung an arm over Dean's 


shoulders, nearly smiling as he cozied up for some pictures of the "new guys." 


Given two minutes to breathe when Troy walked in and attracted the squealing fans like a human magnet, 
Mikey leaned close to Dean and said softly, "You know half the reason he invites these girls back here is to see 
how you'll deal, man. He's entertaining them, but he's watching you" 


Dean's eyes, always wide, stretched even further as he turned his face toward Mikey. "| know. They scare me 
worse than he does." 


Mikey laughed, kissing Dean's smooth cheek, a loose hank of his wet hair trapped between his lips and Dean's 


skin "You're funny. Neither one should scare you, man." 


A raised eyebrow was the extent of Dean's response, his words cut off as Josh led his adoring flock over. 


Hands and arms and sweet-smelling hair and cute girls and really friendly boys and Dean was starting to look 
like he was actually having fun, the stress creases on his forehead smoothing and relaxing. Mikey never left 
his side, his arm alternating between Dean's shoulders and his waist, sometimes with a girl or three in 

between. Somewhere in the middle of it all, Mikey felt hot breath on his ear, a whispered murmur that Dean 
wished they were somewhere else, somewhere alone. He slid his hand in brief acknowledgment under the hem 


of Dean's shirt, squeezing warm, bare skin and retreating before it could be caught in the flash of a camera. 


Outside, more people, more autographs, and they settled into a familiar rhythm of hugs and greetings and 
aftershow chat, splitting up only to meet again in the back of a taxicab. They watched, giggling, out the window 
of the cab as Troy stumbled drunkenly through the crowd, hugging everyone he could get his hands on. Dean's 
hand felt warm and steady on Mikey's thigh. Troy waved and shouted something to the crowd before Josh 
managed to bundle him into their cab, catcalling back to the fans as he pushed Troy through the door with a 
hand on his head to keep him from hitting it, pressing Mikey even closer to Dean as they shuffled and tried to 
find their seatbelts. Joey, still knee-deep in fans, turned to wave at the three in the backseat before grasping 


a middle-aged man around the shoulders to pose for a picture. 


The cab pulled away from the curb and sped off into the cold night toward their hotel. Troy's eyes focused on 
Dean's hand, still resting atop Mikey's thigh, and he seemed to sober up slightly. "So what do you boys have 
planned for tonight?" 


Mikey admired Dean's composure as he answered, voice steady. "Oh, we were just going to hang out for a bit. 
Get stuff packed up, maybe sleep a little before we head home tomorrow." His hand squeezed Mikey's thigh 


almost imperceptibly, not enough for Troy to notice. 


Troy pointedly raised an eyebrow as he looked down at Dean's hand, up at Mikey, who was chewing his lip to 
keep from laughing, and then back to Dean. "Mind if | join you?" 


Dean didn't miss a beat. "Not at all" Mikey watched, shell shocked, as Dean reached across him to grab the 
back of Troy's head and pull him in for a long, lingering kiss. Mikey's heart thudded in his chest watching the 
pair of them, and blood shot to his groin when he heard a low moan from the back of Troy's throat. One or 


both of them broke off the kiss and Troy leaned back into his seat, eyes facing forward. 


"What about you, Mikey?" He spoke, voice huskier than usual, with eyes still on the back of the driver's seat. 
"Mind if | join you?" Mikey glanced over at Dean, whose eyes were cast downward to his hands folded in his lap, 
a slight smile playing around the edges of his lips, then back over to Troy, who had turned his torso to face 


him, an elbow up on the back of the car seat. Troy smiled and winked. 


Thinking he was probably going to wake up and find that this was all some kind of post-concert wet dream, 
Mikey managed to stammer out, "No, no, | mean, that'd be." before Troy had closed the distance between 


them, kissing him hungrily. He tasted sweet and boozy, and kissed far more forcefully than Mikey would have 


imagined if he'd ever taken the time to think of such a thing. The physical contact convinced him this was 
definitely real, and he slid a hand up to Troy's cheek, returning the kiss and trying not to let his hand shake 
with nervousness and anticipation. Troy broke it off first, kissing Mikey on the cheek before leaning back into 
his seat. 


The three of them sat, facing resolutely forward with their hands in their laps, in thoughtful silence the rest 
of the way back to the hotel. 


Exiting the taxicab, Mikey placed a hand on the small of Troy's back. "Where." He couldn't even bring himself to 
fully formulate the question 


Troy crouched to pick up his bag. "You two are sharing a room, right?" Mikey nodded, moving aside to let Dean 
out. "I'll be there soon" Mikey stood next to Dean and they watched Troy, elegant even in his drunken state, 
stroll through the revolving door into the hotel lobby. Mikey picked up his bag and looked at Dean, who had 
what could only be described as a peaceful smile on his face. 

Mikey couldn't help but laugh. "There's more to you than meets the eye, Dean-o." 

Dean winked at him. "Don't tell Josh. He'll have me playing the accordion next." 

It was a nice suite, a treat from Josh for their last night in Europe. Dean had wasted no time raiding the mini- 
bar for a decent Scotch, and he and Mikey kicked back, glasses in hand, in armchairs facing the fireplace. There 
had been some mild groping in the elevator on the way up, but the ride was too short to get down to any 
serious business. Now in their room, an unspoken agreement deemed it impolite not to wait for their guest. 
"What makes you so nervous?" Mikey broke the silence. 

"In general?" 

| guess. Or about Josh, or about fans." 

Dean shrugged, sipping at his drink. "Well, I'm a little high-strung to begin with. Josh.l'm getting used to." He 
chuckled. "We're pretty much polar opposites, but he's a good guy. | worry | won't live up to his expectations, 
and, well." 


"Get canned." 


Swirling the contents of his glass, Dean grinned. "Pretty much. And fans are just a weird thing for me. I'm not 


used to anyone knowing who | am, you know? At least, not very many people. This is a whole different scale." 
"So you're not going to be banging groupies in the foreseeable future?" 


"Um...not likely." 


A light knock on the door interrupted their conversation, and Mikey grinned wolfishly at Dean before rising to 
answer it, setting his glass down because he was unsure what kind of greeting he'd get. Troy stood outside the 
door in a plain t-shirt and pajama pants, looking like he'd stepped out of a Land's End catalog and smelling good 
enough to eat. Mikey smiled at him somewhat sheepishly, the memory of their earlier kiss hitting him full 


force. "You look like you're ready for a sleepover." 

Troy's eyes flashed with merriment. "Well, if sleeping's all you have in mind, | do have my own room." 

Dean stepped up behind Mikey, placing a hand on his shoulder. "Come in already, you're letting the warm air 
out." He wrapped a surprisingly muscular arm around Mikey's chest, pulling Mikey close enough to let Troy by 
in the narrow hallway. His fingers ghosted along Mikey's throat briefly before he released his hold, trailing 
warmth. Mikey closed his eyes, feeling like he was falling down the rabbit hole, but with no desire to stop. He 
trailed Dean and Troy back to the main sitting area, where Dean was already pouring Troy a drink. 

Troy raised his glass in a toast. "To going home!" 

"To going home!" Dean and Mikey chorused, draining their respective glasses. 


"But not quite yet," Dean finished with a smirk. 


Mikey licked his lips, the slow burn of the Scotch radiating down to his stomach. "No, not quite yet" He topped 


up his glass and Dean's. "To warm and friendly bandmates!" 

Troy laughed. "Hear, hear!" 

A second glass thrown back, Mikey's head began to buzz. He watched as Dean fisted a hand in Troy's t-shirt, 
kissing him briefly before pressing his lips to Troy's ear and whispering something. A slow smile spread over 
Troy's face. Mikey sank lazily back into his armchair. "What are you two plotting over there?" 


Dean turned back toward Mikey, still holding Troy's shirt tightly, and he and Troy both smiled. "Your evening." 


Mikey could feel the blood rise in his cheeks, and the anticipation made him smile back "You going to let me in 
on the plan?" 


Troy disengaged Dean's hand from his shirt and perched on the arm of Mikey's chair, his back pressing 
warmly against Mikey's shoulder. "Eventually. Trust me when | say | think you'll enjoy yourself" He glanced 


over his shoulder at Mikey, his eyes conveying warmth and the hint of a smile. 


Mikey placed his empty glass on the side table, reaching up to pat Troy's back. "Of course | trust you. Dean, on 
the other hand.." 


Seated now in his own armchair, Dean laughed. "Oh, it all comes out at the end of the tour!" 


His cheek pressed against the solid warmth of Troy's back, Mikey giggled in response. "Yup. It's time you knew, | 
think you're shifty." 


Dean grinned slyly. "You have no idea, Mikey Shues." He stood up and strolled nonchalantly to stand in front of 
Mikey. Mikey unabashedly ran his eyes over Dean's slender frame as he approached. Dean stopped just short 
of Mikey's armchair and held out a hand. "Enough with the preliminaries, let's get naked." Taking Dean's hand 
and standing, Mikey was fairly sure his grin would split his face in half. 


He looked back to Troy, and was surprised to see the guitarist had already shed his t-shirt, and stood facing 
the two in just his pajama pants and bare feet. Time started to flow a little more slowly, a little more thickly 
in his mind, and he reached a hand out, which Troy took. Together, they backed Dean against the bed until he 
was sitting on the edge, and Troy's clever fingers made quick work of the buttons on Dean's shirt, which Mikey 
slid off Dean's shoulders before pressing him back to lie on the bed, one knee between Dean's legs. Mikey felt 
Troy's hands slide under the hem of his shirt from behind, and he lifted his arms as Troy tugged it free. Dean 
smiled up at him, his hands crossed loosely on his bare stomach. "| see that smile. You do have a plan, don't 


you." The smile on Dean's face grew wider, and Mikey saw his eyes dart back to meet Troy's. 


Troy's hands grasped his shoulders. "Move forward a little, Mikey,” he said softly. Dean scooted backwards on 
the bed, and Mikey crawled forward on his knees enough to allow Troy to get on the bed behind him. He felt 
the bed dip under Troy's weight before he was wrapped in the guitarists arms, both of them now between 
Dean's legs. Warm lips found his neck, and calloused thumbs stroked across his nipples. A moan escaped his lips 
and he pressed his hips backward, the beginnings of Troy's erection throbbing against his ass. Troy's teeth 
sank teasingly into his shoulder and he groaned again, closing his eyes and reaching a hand down to grasp 


Dean's thigh. 


When he opened them again, Dean had levered himself into an upright position and was leaning close, a strong 
tinge of alcohol on his breath as he captured Mikey's mouth entirely, warm tongue licking for access. Eyes 
sliding closed again, lost in the sensation of the two bodies pressed against his, Mikey reached one hand behind 
him to grab Troy's ass and pull him closer, and one arm around Dean's waist to hold him steady. Troy 
continued grinding into his shoulders with his teeth, sending shockwaves down his spine as Dean's tongue 


roamed his mouth, licking and sucking and squirming against him. 


Mikey whimpered in protest as Dean pulled away, smiling. Troy continued to hold him from behind, one warm 
hand sliding down his stomach to work at the button of his pants. Mikey leaned his head back, pressing against 
Troy's forehead as he helped him, undoing the button and lowering his zipper. Troy's hand worked past the 
waistband of his boxers to grab his throbbing erection, eliciting a groan before abruptly letting go and pulling 
away. Mikey looked up to find Dean on his knees in front of them, evidently content to watch for the time 
being. Mikey scooted backwards off the bed, turning to find that Troy was down to his boxers, and he began to 
slide his own pants down over his hips. Troy grasped his hands, grinning. "Allow me." Troy pulled his pants and 


boxers down all in one, dropping to one knee to guide them over Mikey's feet: 


"Now," Troy murmured, standing very close, one hand on Mikey's cock and the other on his ass, "I should 


maybe tell you our plan for the evening.” 


"Yeah, you should,” Mikey said, thrusting gently against Troy's warm hand. "You were right, so far I'm having a 
pretty good time." He heard Dean chuckle behind him. 


"Well," Troy's hand began stroking Mikey slowly, teasingly, "it just so happens that Dean and | have had a few 
discussions." He let go of Mikey's cock, hand moving to stroke his side as he pressed his body even closer, 
their cocks sliding against each other, trapped between two pairs of hips. 


"A few discussions?" 


"Mmm. About how fucking hot it is to watch you on stage." Mikey gasped as one warm finger slid up from the 
bottom of his ass, teasingly stroking across his entrance. “But the thing is, Dean gets far more opportunity to 
watch you than | do, being at the back of the stage like he is." That wicked finger began spiraling gently, and 
Mikey brought his head down against Troy's collarbone, groaning. "So to even things out, I'm going to watch him 
fuck you." Mikey could hear his own heart throbbing against his ribcage, that one finger driving him to 
distraction. "And." Troy's voice trailed off. 


"Ngh." Mikey thrust against Troy's hips, pressing forward, pressing backward against his hand, anything to get 


more contact. "And what?" 


"And after my little show, l'm going to fuck you myself" At that, something animalistic inside Mikey took over, 
and he wrapped his teeth around Troy's collarbone, biting hard, his heartrate spiking. Troy cried out, grabbing 


his ass and squeezing. 


Tasting blood, Mikey raised his head to whisper into Troy's ear. "That's a lot of plans you're making without 


me. So you think you're man enough to be the second fuck?" 


Mikey gasped as Troy bit down hard on the cartilage of his ear. "I think you won't be able to stand when I'm 
through with you." 


The warmth of a second body behind him started to slow Mikey's heart to a manageable pace. Dean's soft lips 
moved against his ear, his voice amused. "Me, | just want a nice lay." Mikey smiled at that and raised his head 
to lick Troy's lower lip, staring into his eyes, knowing he was trailing Troy's own blood over his mouth. The tip 
of Troy's tongue teased over it, amusement crinkling his eyes before he broke off eye contact to kiss Mikey's 


forehead. 


"This isn't a power play, Mikey," Troy murmured softly, pressing his forehead against Mikey’s. "| want to watch 
you, and | want to make you feel good. That's all” 


Mikey closed his eyes and let out a low sigh, his aggressiveness fading to a dull burn in the pit of his stomach. 


He inclined his head to kiss Troy's collarbone. "Sorry about that." 


Troy chuckled low, his chest vibrating against Mikey's. "Its all right. Joey will like it." 


Dean's hands started moving across Mikey's chest, and one long-fingered hand dipping to pull gently at his 
pubic hair. "Well, if you two are through abusing each other over here, | believe | have this dance." Mikey 
could feel Dean's smile against the back of his neck, warm breath moving the small hairs and sending 


goosebumps down his spine. Dean moved his hips forward, grinding his erection against Mikey's ass. 


Mikey tangled one hand in Troy's hair, trailing the other across the pale, soft, perfect skin of Troy's chest, 
now marred with two small wounds and spattered blood He tugged softly on the black strands encircling his 
fingers before loosing his grip and turning to face Dean, Troy still pressed close behind him. "I believe you do." 
Mikey lifted one foot and placed it on the bed behind Dean, his thigh pressed to Dean's side. "Just when did you 
lose your clothes, hot thing? | wouldn't have minded peeling them off myself..." 


Dean moaned softly, grabbing Mikey's thigh where it pressed to him and grinding their cocks together. "I can't 
help it if Troy distracted you," he grinned. 


"Well, I'm not distracted now," Mikey murmured as he planted a hand in the middle of Dean's chest and pushed 
hard. Dean's eyes widened as he landed on his back with Mikey astride his thighs, just above the knees. Mikey 
dipped his head to lick Dean's belly, tasting salt as he teased his tongue on up to Dean's chest, tilting his head 
to the side to catch one erect nipple between his lips, rolling it back and forth, Dean's moans like music to his 
ears. One final lick, and Mikey sat upright, reaching forward to smooth Dean's hair back from his forehead and 


smiling. He winked. "So you think you're gonna fuck me, huh?" 
Dean grinned and grasped Mikey's hips, thumbs trailing along his hipbones. "Are you saying I'm not going to?" 


The slow burn of aggression in his stomach flared slightly, dimming his vision and intensifying his lust. "l'm 
saying I'd never lay down for you, Dean-o." He smiled at the surprise on Dean's face. "But that doesn't mean 
we're not going to put on a show for Troy here." Mikey felt Troy's hand, warm and solid, against the small of 
his back as he rose off Dean's legs and slid backward to stand next to the bed. Troy's hand rose to the back 
of his neck, wrapping around and resting there. He reached back to pat the side of Troy's hip before bending to 
slide his arm behind Dean's knees, lifting them and using the leverage to turn Dean's body to the side until 
Dean was lying perpendicular to him, head below the pillows. "Slide up and make yourself comfortable." He let 
Dean settle himself back against the pillows before crawling on to the bed next to him. 


Mikey swung one leg over Dean, settling comfortably down on his hips and firmly grasping Dean's prick in one 
hand, stroking it quickly several times, Dean's breath coming harder with each pull. The bed dipped as Troy lay 
down on his side next to Dean, looking up at Mikey with fascination as he stroked Dean's chest. Focusing his 
eyes on Dean's face, Mikey ran his thumb over the top of Dean's prick. "You want to be inside me, Dean?" 
Mikey grabbed his own cock as well, stroking the two of them together, biting back a moan as he felt Dean's 
hips rise to meet his fist. He sighed, and looked over at Troy. "Tell me one of you big schemers remembered 
to bring condoms." Troy grinned and reached over the side of the bed, retrieving his pajama pants. He produced 
a handful of condoms and a small bottle of lube from the pocket. 


Mikey laughed. "Really big plans, you two." He took one condom from Troy, unwrapping it and rolling it down 
over Dean's twitching cock. He leaned forward to kiss Dean softly. Dean's lips were warm and eager, drawing his 
tongue in and sucking on it. He let out a gasp, his own cock beginning to throb with anticipation. Dean released 
his tongue and grinned. Mikey reached his hand out to the side and heard Troy chuckle as he handed over the 
lube. 


He sat upright, pouring lube in his hand and slathering it over Dean's cock. He reached between Dean's legs, 
stroking the underside of his balls. Dean groaned loudly and cursed. "Get on with it, Shues." 


Giggling, Mikey said, "And here I've always thought you were a patient man" He winked down at Dean. "Well, 
that's fine." He grabbed Dean's hand and wrapped it around the base of Dean's prick. "Hold steady, l'm not all 
that patient either." Troy rose to his knees beside him, watching wide-eyed as Mikey lifted himself up and 
slowly started to lower himself on to Dean's prick Dean gasped and Mikey swallowed hard, ignoring the pain as 
he pushed downward, pushing his sweaty hair out of his eyes. A few inches in, and Mikey stopped, drawing in a 
deep breath. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes. "You ready for this, Dean-o?" Without waiting for an 
answer, he pushed down hard, taking the rest of it all at once, his voice and Dean's melding together in one 
pained cry. Dean's fingers dug into the flesh of his thighs, and Mikey opened his eyes to see Dean's body 


curved upward, stomach flexed and gasping. 


Troy's hand clamped hard around his jaw, his lips pressing against Mikey's, demanding and solid. Mikey felt 

Troy's teeth sink into his bottom lip as their foreheads pressed together, both breathing hard now. "Jesus," 
Troy whispered. Mikey patted Troy's cheek softly and turned his attention back to Dean, dropping a hand to 
stroke Dean's stomach, waiting until Dean had eased himself back down onto the bed. Dean's eyes were wide, 


his hands still clamped on Mikey's thighs. 


Slowly, ever so slowly, Mikey flexed his legs and raised his hips, dragging Dears prick out slightly before 
settling back down. Dean's eyes fluttered closed as Mikey began a steady rhythm, fucking himself. He leaned 
backward slightly, trying to find a good angle as his thrusts grew higher, drawing further and further out. On 
his knees beside them, Troy gently stroked Dean's hair as he watched, breath ragged. Mikey cried out as he 
finally hit the sweet spot, Dean's prick dragging across his prostate. He grabbed his cock, stroking in rhythm 
with his thrusts, until Troy's hand clamped down on his wrist. 


‘Oh, not yet, Mikey," Troy said, pulling his hand away from his dick. Mikey stopped thrusting and opened his 
mouth to protest. Troy placed a hand over his mouth. "No," he said firmly. Troy maneuvered around behind 
Mikey, pushing fluffy bedclothes out of his way, finally settling himself on his knees, astride Dean's thighs. 
From behind, he grabbed both of Mikey's wrists, lifting and bending Mikey's arms until his hands met behind 
his neck. Troy continued to hold his wrists tightly as Mikey moaned and resumed his motion, hands trapped, his 
cock now bobbing up and down with each thrust. 


Dean gasped. "Oh, Jesus Christ. That's it, Mikey, that's it." Mikey felt Dean's hips begin to rise and fall beneath 
him, each stroke across his prostate forcing a groan from his lips. He laced his fingers through Troy's, clinging 
hard as he moved faster. Dean's body was covered in sweat now, glistening as he squirmed beneath Mikey's 


hips. "Oh, god, please, just a little..fuck!" Dean's fingers dug hard into his thighs again, and Mikey dimly knew 


there'd be hand-shaped bruises tomorrow. He felt Dean's cock twitch inside him as Dean curled in on himself, 
crying out over and over again as he came, shuddering and gasping before he lowered himself, head slamming 
hard into the pillows. 


Mikey's breath came now in hard gasps, his hands still trapped behind his neck and his prick throbbing so hard 
he thought he would come if a slight breeze stirred across it. His mind was a blur as he slowly pulled away 
from Dean, Dean's sharp intake of breath as his prick was released registering only slightly. When Troy let go 
of Mikey's hands, he placed them on the bed to support himself as he shakily climbed off of Dean 


Troy's hand clamped the back of his neck "I want you on your back, Mikey. | want you looking at me when | 
fuck you." Mikey was in no shape to protest as Troy pushed him forward, and he rolled over to lay down next 
to Dean, their shoulders pressed together. His cock twitched against his stomach as he watched Troy put on a 
condom. Troy's eyes were dark with lust when he handed the bottle of lube to Mikey. "How much you need, 


hmm?" Troy raised an eyebrow, pointedly stroking his own cock 


Mikey narrowed his eyes and dropped the lube over the side of the bed. "Hasn't Joey told you? | can take the 


pain." 


Troy laughed, looking surprised, and Mikey heard a soft chuckle from Dean's side of the bed. "You really are 
something else." He spread Mikey's legs and knelt between them. "Get your hands behind your head, Mikey. 


You're not through until | say you are." His voice was firm. 


Mikey could hear the blood rushing in his ears as he slowly complied, staring into Troy's hazel eyes as he laced 
his fingers behind his neck. Dean rolled onto his side to face the two of them, a pillow tucked under his cheek 


Dean trailed a finger down his lips, and Mikey cast his eyes over at him and smiled, kissing it. 


Troy pulled Mikey's legs up over his shoulders unceremoniously, and paused only briefly before pushing into 
Mikey with one hard thrust, grinning as Mikey gasped and bit his own lip, drawing blood. "So," he murmured, 
beginning to thrust hard. Mikey could already feel himself chafing and he continued to bite down, willing himself 
not to make a sound. "Joey hasn't told me much about you, which makes me assume he hasn't told you much 
about me." His voice was steady and casual, and the rhythm of his hips was incessant. Mikey squirmed beneath 
him, uncomfortable, horny, and trapped. Troy leaned forward, smiling wider as the drag of his penis across 
Mikey's prostate forced a low moan from the back of Mikey's throat. The pounding of Troy's hips was causing 
Mikey's throbbing prick to bounce against his stomach, each hit making him more and more desperate for 
release. Troy leaned even further forward, bending Mikey almost in half and shifting Mikey's legs off his 
shoulders, pushing them down with his hands until Mikey's knees were only a few inches from the bed. At a 
complete loss, Mikey finally opened his mouth and cried out, the punishing rhythm of Troy's hips driving all 
other thoughts from his mind. 


"You want to know what Joey told me the first time | fucked him?" Troy murmured into Mikey's hair. Troy 
grunted and began to thrust even more forcefully, snapping his hips against Mikey's so hard Mikey could feel 
the bones striking against each other. "I had him laid out," Troy continued, squeezing Mikey's legs, "just like this. 
On his back, begging for release." He paused, thrusting a few times for emphasis. Mikey began to shake his 


head, needing something, anything, to distract him from the pain. Troy laid his forehead against Mikey's, 
stopping the shaking, pinning him down "He told me he'd never, ever, been fucked so hard in his life." Mikey 
heard a scream echoing in the room, and it occurred to him that it sounded like his own voice. He felt Troy's 
lips against his ear, the vibration as Troy chuckled low in his throat. "And then he wouldn't let me touch him 
for a week." Troy held him down, pounding against him, until he finally broke down, whimpering and begging 


wordlessly, his mind no longer functioning properly under the continuous onslaught. 


The pressure on Mikey’s legs let up slightly as Troy sat upright, placing his feet on the bed and continuing to 
fuck him, his hair matted with sweat as he licked his lips and leaned his head back. "Dean," Troy said, his voice 


sounding strained as he began to move more slowly, more gently, "take care of him." 


Mikey moaned as Dean's mouth enveloped his prick, and he thrust into the warmth, gasping, all semblance of 
control forgotten as he pulled his hands from behind his neck to tangle in Dean's hair. Once Dean grasped the 
base of his prick and began moving his head up and down, Troy started to thrust harder, more sporadically. 
Within seconds, Mikey was coming inside Dean's mouth, hands now tangled in his own hair, pulling as he cried 
out, his whole body shaking. He looked up as Troy yelled, watching Troy's arms wrap around his legs as if it 
were happening to someone else, Troy's shuddering body glistening in the dim light before the room went black 


A knock on the door awakened Mikey, momentarily confused as he felt two warm bodies pressed against him. 
His hair was damp against his head, and his whole body ached. The knock sounded again, and Mikey sat up, his 
stomach muscles protesting. He pushed back the blankets, trying to disturb Dean and Troy as little as possible, 
and padded toward the door, grabbing a shirt off the floor and tying it around his hips. 


Joey stood in the hall, hair damp and a worried expression on his face. "Hey, Mikey, sorry to bother you, but 
have you seen..oh, there you are." Joey's face creased in his characteristic smile. Mikey stood back from the 
door, watching as Joey's eyes roamed over Troy's nude form. "You through playing with the boys now?" Joey 
cast a glance over at Mikey, and Mikey looked down at his feet sheepishly, holding the door. "Are you gonna get 
dressed, or do | have to carry you through the hallway naked?" 


Troy chuckled, running a hand through his hair. "I'll find some clothes." 

"Say goodbye to Dean for me." 

Joey turned his attention to Mikey as Troy padded back into the main room, and Mikey wished very strongly 
that he could somehow just melt into the wallpaper. Joey reached a hand toward his face, forcing his thumb 
between Mikey’s lips and into his mouth. Mikey allowed him access, sucking gently, figuring he owed him that 


much. "You and | are definitely going to have a discussion about this." 


Mikey hummed in amusement, biting down hard before opening his mouth enough to give Joey his thumb back. 
"Looking forward to it, tough guy." 


Joey grinned at him, reaching a hand out for Troy, who was now back in his pajamas. "See you in a couple 


weeks.” Mikey grinned into Joey's eyes and grabbed Troy's elbow as he passed by, spinning him around for a 


deep kiss, Troy making a small sound of surprise before kissing him back. After a few seconds, he let go of 
Troy and stepped away, lifting a hand in farewell. 


"Have a safe trip," he grinned as he closed the door. The look on Joey's face just before the door clicked shut 


would keep him warm for weeks. 


